who had been taken by surprise as utterly as the other
two chiefs, made an injudicious remark.

"Friends," he called, "you need not pay any attention
to the Emperor's nephew."

Justinian, who was quick in debate, replied: "Your
own candidate is an Emperor's nephew".

The crowd laughed. They were of the Green Faction;
but a mob follows the winner, even if the victory be but
for twenty seconds; they laughed, and turned with quick
anticipation to hear what Menippos might reply.

"Run home and learn some more catechism,"
Menippos said. "You're not old enough to be Consul."

"I beg your pardon?" Justinian said.

"I said you're too young," Menippos replied.

"You did not," Justinian answered. "You said I was
not old enough."

The crowd laughed again.

"Nor you are," Menippos said.

"I was born in the same year and the same month as
your candidate, Hypatius," he answered.

"In hell you were," some of the henchmen cried.
"Take that."

They had picked up stones and now let them fly at
Justinian in a volley. It is never easy to fling upwards
with accuracy in a crowd, The stones were not sent
with accuracy; they were sent with the thought that
anyone near Justinian would be a dirty Blue and, there*
fore, a fair mark. The people near Justinian dodged
below the backs of the seats in front of them. The one
man hit was a minor Green politician, an elderly tavern-
keeper known as Old Father Abraham because of the
length and whiteness of his beard. He was hit in the
head. Theodora saw Justinian and the two priests lift
him up and support him into the near-by exit tunnel.
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